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in the village street, and in another minute in
galloped the mail, four mud-splashed carts, followed
by a tarantass, in which, armed to the teeth, and
resplendent in green and gold, reclined the courier
in charge.

"Lochade scorei" (horses quickly), shouted the
latter, as he leapt from the tarantass, and brushed
past us into the waiting-room, where a few
moments after, we saw him pouring down tumbler
after tumbler of scalding tea. To appeal to his
finer feelings was, we knew, useless. Sadly we
watched, as our troika was ruthlessly taken out
and harnessed to a mail-cart, to the evident satisfac-
tion and amusement of the courier, who, having
finished his tea, was smoking a cigarette and
watching our discomfiture with no little amusement.
" Sibiri, gospodin!" he said, as he climbed into his
tarantass, and the cortege dashed off again on its
way to China. It was indeed Siberia! and we
realized to the full that patience is a virtue, when
the post-master told us that under no circum-
stances could we hope to get horses till five o'clock
that evening.

The long sunny day wore slowly away. There
was absolutely nothing to do, or look at, and time
hung fearfully heavy on our hands. Towards mid-
clay we strolled up to the prison, situate as usual
about, a hundred yards outside the village.

The village prisons, or temporary resting-places
for prisoners on the road to the mines, are square or
rather oblong wooden buildings, three sides -of which
form quarters for the convicts and their guards,
while the remaining wing, a little detached from